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Brisbane,	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  and	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PROLOGUE	  
Now,	  I’ve	  always	  always	  harboured	  a	  certain	  fond	  regard	  for	  the	  music/art	  scene	  in	  
Brisbane	  as	  it	  was	  lived	  in	  the	  late	  70s	  and	  early	  80s.	  It	  was	  a	  scene	  in	  which	  I	  was	  truly,	  
happily	  immersed.	  There	  were	  no	  annoying	  day	  jobs,	  just	  the	  ritual	  intersection	  with	  
government	  agencies;	  no	  blinding	  ambitions,	  just	  an	  amicable	  devotion	  to	  the	  craft	  of	  
engagement;	  no	  enemies,	  except	  for	  the	  state	  and	  its	  enforcers.	  And	  I’m	  not	  alone	  in	  my	  
regard	  for	  this	  town	  and	  its	  music.	  
The	  attention	  paid	  by	  the	  British	  music	  press	  in	  1976	  to	  the	  release	  of	  The	  Saints	  first	  
single	  “I’m	  Stranded”	  was	  the	  trigger	  for	  a	  commercial	  and	  academic	  interest	  in	  the	  
Australian	  music	  scene	  which	  still	  has	  energy.	  Three	  years	  ago,	  Brisbane	  was	  identifed	  
by	  Billboard	  Magazine	  as	  one	  of	  six	  “hot	  spots”	  of	  independent	  music	  in	  the	  world.	  A	  
place	  to	  watch.	  Someone	  turned	  a	  torch	  on	  this	  town,	  had	  a	  quick	  look,	  and	  moved	  on.	  
“The	  fact	  that	  they	  came	  from	  Brisbane,	  and	  thus	  gave	  a	  city	  that	  usually	  chased	  
music	  history	  a	  place	  in	  history,	  was	  not	  lost	  on	  the	  following	  generations	  of	  
bands	  or	  the	  city's	  cultural	  arbiters”	  	   (Forster	  2010)	  
I	  want	  to	  spend	  some	  time	  with	  you	  today,	  time	  you’ll	  never	  get	  back,	  to	  tell	  you	  a	  story.	  
We	  are	  near	  the	  end	  of	  the	  prologue,	  the	  chapters	  will	  soon	  come	  tumbling	  out,	  
breathless,	  bright-­‐eyed	  and	  a	  little	  confused.	  I	  want	  to	  talk	  about	  the	  city,	  the	  big	  
country	  town,	  the	  homeward	  to	  which	  we	  look	  in	  crisis	  or	  longing	  or	  just	  simple	  middle-­‐
age.	  I	  want	  to	  talk	  about	  how	  things	  here	  have	  changed	  since	  the	  70s	  –	  how,	  as	  a	  music-­‐
maker,	  I	  fit	  into	  this	  place	  -­‐	  how	  this	  place	  sees	  me.	  
And,	  finally,	  let’s	  talk	  about	  work:	  about	  opportunities	  grasped	  or	  avoided;	  about	  the	  
slalom	  of	  decisions	  that	  map	  out	  a	  working	  life.	  	  
I	  am	  driven	  by	  a	  sense	  of	  righteousness	  to	  this	  research	  project.	  Sounds	  dangerous,	  no?	  
I	  have	  been	  involved	  in	  other	  people’s	  research	  for	  books	  or	  documentaries,	  as	  a	  subject	  
of	  interview,	  a	  holder	  of	  knowledge	  or	  the	  keeper	  of	  names	  and	  numbers.	  I’ve	  made	  a	  
point	  over	  the	  decades	  of	  staying	  in	  touch	  with	  the	  cast	  of	  this	  northern	  soap.	  But	  in	  
these	  interrogations,	  a	  pattern	  began	  to	  emerge.	  I	  was	  never	  asked	  the	  questions	  that	  I	  
wanted	  to	  be	  asked.	  I	  was	  often	  told	  things	  that	  were	  wrong,	  and	  simply	  expected	  to	  
agree.	  
To	  me,	  this	  scene	  was	  not	  about	  the	  products	  but	  about	  the	  people.	  The	  rehearsals	  
were	  always	  stronger	  in	  my	  memory	  than	  the	  performances.	  The	  social	  nature	  of	  the	  
scene	  was	  always	  stronger	  than	  the	  things	  that	  were	  done	  or	  made	  or	  remarked	  on.	  All	  
of	  this	  activity,	  this	  music,	  this	  art,	  were	  products	  of	  the	  power	  of	  the	  social	  engine	  
(usually	  fuelled	  by	  gin	  and	  tonic,	  XXXX	  and	  McWilliams	  Royal	  Reserve	  Port).	  
“Music	  is	  everything	  to	  me.	  It	  helps	  me	  make	  sense	  of	  the	  world,	  provides	  an	  
escape	  from	  it	  .	  .	  .	  “	  Paul	  Weller	  (2010)	  
So,	  this	  is	  what	  I	  am	  doing:	  I	  am	  embarking	  on	  an	  ethnographic	  qualitative	  study	  
grounded	  in	  the	  theory	  of	  narrative	  enquiry.	  I	  am	  interviewing	  Brisbane	  musicians,	  and	  
music	  is	  the	  way	  in,	  the	  rabbit-­‐hole.	  I	  hope	  in	  these	  interviews	  to	  illuminate	  the	  nature	  
and	  function	  of	  music	  and	  music	  creation	  in	  their	  lives,	  and	  in	  the	  cultural	  life	  of	  the	  city.	  
This	  narrative	  ethnography	  naturally	  implies	  my	  presence	  in	  this	  community	  of	  Brisbane	  
musicians.	  My	  strategic	  role	  as	  participant-­‐observer	  makes	  these	  interviews	  more	  
dialogue	  than	  not	  	  –	  over	  thirty	  years	  of	  social	  and	  musical	  and	  professional	  contact	  will	  
dictate	  this.	  The	  past	  that	  my	  musicians	  will	  be	  trawling	  is	  sometimes	  my	  past	  too.	  So	  
the	  stories	  will	  be	  shared,	  moulded,	  enjoyed,	  endured	  but	  there	  is	  one	  certainty:	  they	  
will	  never	  be	  predictable.	  My	  memories	  will	  never	  be	  the	  same	  as	  anyone	  else’s.	  
And	  more	  than	  fifteen	  years	  as	  an	  editor	  of	  sound,	  most	  of	  it	  dialogue,	  will	  inform	  how	  I	  
listen	  to	  these	  interviews,	  how	  I	  interpret	  the	  strands	  of	  meaning	  and	  how	  I	  finally	  
present	  the	  results.	  
“I	  began	  asking	  questions	  and	  listening	  .	  .	  .	  but	  I	  also	  found	  myself	  talking	  	  .	  .	  .	  It	  
was	  not	  meaning	  that	  I	  imposed,	  but	  meaning	  that	  we	  created.“	  (Reinelt	  1985)	  
This	  is	  also	  a	  heuristic	  process	  for	  me;	  a	  path	  of	  discovery	  about	  process	  and	  analysis	  as	  
well	  as	  renewing	  my	  understanding	  of	  music	  and	  musicians;	  and	  about	  Brisbane’s	  
cultural	  awareness.	  These	  stories	  will	  reveal	  translatable,	  applicable	  truths	  about	  
creative	  working	  lives.	  
	  
CHAPTER	  1:	  THE	  CITY	  
This	  city,	  like	  many	  others	  littered	  around	  the	  globe,	  straddles	  a	  muddy,	  flat,	  winding	  
river.	  The	  river	  rises,	  clear	  and	  sweet,	  in	  the	  mountains	  far	  to	  the	  northwest,	  between	  
steep	  hillsides	  thick	  with	  rainforest	  and	  eucalypt,	  then	  spreads	  wide	  through	  green	  
valleys	  and	  verdant	  farmlands,	  before	  dropping	  down	  to	  the	  coastal	  plain.	  	  
Somewhere	  deep	  in	  the	  western	  suburbs	  it	  meets	  the	  tidal	  drift	  from	  the	  sea,	  the	  
waters	  entwine	  and	  the	  momentum	  dissolves	  -­‐	  at	  times	  it	  seems	  barely	  a	  river	  at	  all.	  	  
Brown	  and	  wide	  and	  slow,	  it	  slides	  quietly	  between	  the	  cliffs	  of	  the	  city	  and	  curls	  around	  
to	  meet	  the	  fringe	  of	  mangroves	  on	  Moreton	  Bay	  with	  a	  languid	  yawn.	  	  
It’s	  impossible	  to	  enter	  this	  story	  without	  looking	  through	  the	  lens	  of	  the	  geography.	  It’s	  
the	  geography	  that	  binds	  the	  attitude	  to	  the	  histories.	  This	  place,	  Brisbane,	  is	  different.	  
The	  weather	  and	  the	  land	  are	  powerful	  elements	  in	  its	  image	  of	  itself.	  	  
The	  long,	  wet,	  turbulent	  summers;	  tiny	  little	  winters	  framed	  by	  the	  cold,	  dry	  westerlies	  
that	  drive	  through	  the	  Ekka,	  spreading	  colds	  and	  flus	  and	  bad	  moods	  from	  carnies	  and	  
countryfolk	  to	  gormless	  suburban	  slobs	  like	  me;	  spring	  and	  autumn,	  the	  blurred	  edges	  
of	  summer:	  one	  fragrant	  and	  bird-­‐filled,	  the	  other	  quiet,	  slow,	  warm	  and	  waiting.	  
I	  stretch	  it	  out	  to	  it’s	  broad	  demographic	  borders:	  the	  cluster	  of	  Redland,	  Logan,	  
Moreton	  and	  Ipswich	  councils	  surrounding	  Brisbane	  which	  make	  the	  urban	  mess:	  500	  
square	  miles	  of	  city	  stretching	  from	  Woodford	  down	  the	  map	  to	  Mt.	  Tamborine	  and	  
from	  the	  Bayside	  mudflats	  out	  west	  to	  the	  old	  slag	  pits	  and	  abandoned	  railway	  tracks	  of	  
Grandchester.	  
But	  now,	  I	  want	  to	  remember	  a	  particular	  day,	  whose	  afternoon	  was	  deep	  into	  its	  
middle-­‐age.	  It	  is	  a	  ritual	  generations	  old:	  we	  load	  up	  the	  car,	  we	  hit	  the	  highway,	  we	  
head	  north.	  All	  cares	  recede,	  the	  afternoon	  spreads	  out	  and	  disappears,	  time	  slows	  
down	  –	  to	  head	  north	  from	  here	  is	  to	  leave	  many	  indicators	  of	  civilization	  behind.	  We	  
enter	  an	  unknown,	  a	  blurry	  future.	  As	  night	  falls,	  we	  arrive	  at	  The	  Apollonian	  Hotel.	  	  
It	  sits	  quite	  high	  on	  a	  ridge	  as	  you	  enter	  the	  town	  of	  Boreen	  Point	  about	  20	  minutes	  out	  
of	  Noosaville.	  If	  you	  continue	  on	  past	  the	  hotel,	  the	  road	  soon	  drops	  away	  and	  you	  
arrive	  on	  the	  shore	  of	  Lake	  Cootharaba:	  a	  warm,	  wide	  stretch	  of	  water	  that	  reaches	  
across	  towards	  Teewah:	  home	  to	  the	  coloured	  sands	  of	  coastal	  tourist	  shops	  long	  gone.	  
You	  can	  walk	  out	  into	  this	  lake	  a	  hundred	  metres	  and	  it’s	  still	  only	  lapping	  at	  your	  shorts.	  	  
Late	  last	  summer	  (that	  is,	  in	  February	  this	  year)	  I	  was	  playing	  in	  the	  beer	  garden	  of	  this	  
hotel	  in	  a	  small	  band	  called	  The	  Black	  Dog.	  We	  were	  there	  for	  my	  friend	  Angela’s	  50th	  
birthday.	  We	  played	  urban	  folk	  songs	  into	  the	  night	  (occasionally	  accompanied	  by	  the	  
guitarist’s	  son	  Oscar:	  eleven	  years	  old	  and	  prince	  of	  the	  surfing	  instrumentals,	  with	  help	  
from	  my	  Delilah	  on	  the	  floor	  tom)	  and	  the	  crowd	  did	  what	  it’s	  been	  doing	  ever	  since	  I	  
started	  playing	  live	  music:	  sometimes	  listening,	  mostly	  talking	  and	  drinking,	  occasionally	  
flirting.	  We	  played	  to	  the	  mayor	  and	  the	  academics	  and	  the	  hippies	  and	  the	  river	  people	  
until	  we’d	  played	  all	  the	  songs	  we	  knew.	  
	  As	  we	  were	  packing	  up	  in	  the	  dark,	  an	  old	  man	  stepped	  out	  from	  the	  blaze	  of	  the	  dining	  
room.	  He	  complimented	  us	  on	  our	  playing,	  and	  made	  special	  mention	  of	  the	  boy.	  He	  
said,	  with	  obvious	  pride	  and	  pleasure,	  that	  he	  was	  a	  bass-­‐player,	  as	  I	  am.	  He	  said	  that	  his	  
name	  was	  Bill	  Leek	  and	  that	  he	  was	  91	  years	  old,	  he	  lived	  in	  Beenleigh	  and	  he	  cared	  for	  
his	  ailing	  wife.	  	  
In	  a	  few	  short	  minutes,	  he	  told	  me	  stories	  of	  people	  who	  were	  completely	  strange	  to	  
me:	  musicians,	  teachers,	  instrument-­‐makers	  from	  his	  70	  years	  as	  a	  musician.	  His	  view	  of	  
Brisbane	  in	  its	  musical	  frame	  was	  so	  unlike	  my	  own,	  but	  we	  obviously	  had	  a	  common	  
language:	  not	  just	  music	  and	  the	  love	  of	  it,	  but	  shared	  country,	  and	  curiosity	  and	  love	  of	  
humanity.	  
And	  between	  the	  real	  geography:	  the	  rain,	  the	  river,	  the	  ring	  of	  hills;	  and	  the	  history,	  the	  
stories	  held	  in	  memory	  or	  tape	  or	  inkstain,	  lies	  what	  Ross	  Gibson	  calls	  “a	  landscape	  –	  a	  
place	  where	  nature	  and	  culture	  contend	  and	  combine”(Gibson	  2002,	  2).	  It	  also	  clearly	  
describes	  the	  collision	  of	  this	  place,	  Brisbane,	  and	  the	  music	  we	  listened	  to:	  music	  from	  
London	  and	  Sheffield	  and	  Glasgow,	  Akron	  and	  Cleveland	  and	  New	  York.	  The	  sounds	  and	  
songs	  we	  made	  from	  these	  years	  are	  the	  energy	  released	  by	  this	  impact.	  	  
“...	  punk	  changed	  the	  world	  if	  you	  ask	  me,	  mate.	  Punk	  itself	  was	  an	  art	  
provocation	  and	  I’m	  happy	  to	  put	  some	  sugar	  on	  the	  poison	  and	  get	  into	  the	  
middle	  and	  be	  provocative.”	  Mark	  Stewart	  from	  The	  Pop	  Group	  (2010,	  29)	  	  
Now,	  a	  little	  sharing:	  This	  landscape	  is	  sometimes,	  in	  my	  dreams,	  Brisbane	  imagined	  as	  a	  
delta:	  sex	  and	  voodoo,	  swamps	  and	  crocs,	  the	  crescent	  moon	  dropped	  low	  in	  the	  sky,	  
smothering	  in	  the	  heat	  and	  the	  jasmine.	  
	  
CHAPTER	  2:	  THE	  CULTURE	  IN	  TRANSFORMATION	  
	  
The	  tale	  of	  Brisbane	  music	  is	  not	  only	  shared	  over	  shandies	  on	  darkening	  verandahs	  
between	  consenting	  bassplayers,	  though	  some	  of	  it	  does	  live	  in	  those	  private	  
conversations.	  Sometimes	  it	  is	  a	  story	  told	  in	  public.	  There	  have	  been	  a	  number	  of	  books	  
published	  about	  Australian	  underground	  music	  where	  Brisbane	  features	  as	  a	  player.	  
Most	  recently,	  Andrew	  Stafford’s	  Pig	  City:	  From	  The	  Saints	  To	  Savage	  Garden	  has	  
received	  much	  attention.	  The	  first	  half	  of	  the	  book	  is	  concerned	  with	  the	  confluence	  of	  
popular	  culture	  (represented	  by	  the	  emergent	  music	  scene)	  and	  politics,	  that	  was	  
peculiar	  to	  Brisbane	  in	  the	  70s	  and	  80s.	  This	  very	  readable	  social	  history	  reveals	  the	  
power	  wielded	  by	  the	  Queensland	  Police:	  a	  power	  gifted	  by	  the	  then	  Queensland	  
Premier	  Joh	  Bjelke-­‐Petersen	  who	  either	  supported	  or	  blithely	  ignored	  its	  abuse.	  It	  
sketches	  clearly	  the	  mood	  and	  events	  of	  the	  late	  60s	  and	  early	  70s	  that	  gave	  rise	  to	  the	  
birth	  of	  4ZZZ,	  a	  community	  radio	  station	  without	  equal	  in	  Australian	  media	  history.	  With	  
the	  existence	  of	  TripleZed	  the	  vitality	  of	  the	  Brisbane	  music	  scene	  for	  these	  two	  decades	  
was	  assured.	  
Clinton	  Walker	  had,	  nearly	  fifteen	  years	  earlier,	  documented	  Australia’s	  nascent	  
punk/post-­‐punk	  scene	  in	  Inner	  City	  Sound.	  Walker’s	  definitive	  gathering	  of	  interviews	  
and	  opinion	  from	  fanzines	  like	  Pulp	  and	  Roadrunner,	  was	  intended	  to	  “expose	  those	  
bands	  which	  have	  missed	  the	  mainstream.”(Walker	  1982)	  It	  succeeds	  beautifully,	  and	  its	  
relevance	  was	  guaranteed	  by	  the	  youthful	  voices	  of	  both	  musicians	  and	  journalists,	  and	  
by	  its	  stylish	  DIY	  aesthetic.	  Walker	  followed	  this	  with	  The	  Next	  Thing	  in	  1985,	  looking	  at	  
new	  music	  and	  following	  up	  on	  bands	  from	  the	  previous	  book,	  and	  Buried	  Country	  in	  
2000,	  a	  history	  of	  Aboriginal	  country	  music.	  
David	  Nichols’	  The	  Go-­‐Betweens	  (1997)	  is	  a	  substantial	  historical	  work	  about	  a	  critically	  
acclaimed	  but	  commercially	  unsuccessful	  band	  that	  left	  Brisbane	  in	  1981	  and	  returned	  
in	  the	  1990s.	  There	  is	  a	  bridge	  somewhere	  over	  the	  Brisbane	  River	  named	  after	  them.	  It	  
is	  a	  good	  yarn,	  but	  just	  remember:	  don’t	  believe	  everything	  you	  read!!	  
All	  of	  these	  texts	  examine	  Brisbane	  music	  and	  musicians	  through	  the	  lens	  of	  the	  
journalist,	  the	  academic,	  the	  fan	  –	  and	  I	  have	  always	  found	  them	  somewhat	  lacking.	  	  
There	  seemed	  to	  be	  little	  evidence	  of	  what	  loomed	  large	  in	  my	  memory:	  the	  purely	  
social	  nature	  of	  the	  scene,	  the	  complex	  intertwining	  of	  lives,	  the	  strength	  of	  the	  desire	  
to	  just	  make	  music	  for	  its	  own	  sake.	  How	  funny	  it	  all	  was!!	  The	  irony	  of	  my	  subversive	  
band	  playing	  in	  King	  George	  Square	  in	  the	  centre	  of	  the	  city:	  a	  fox,	  loose	  in	  the	  chicken	  
coop!	  
A	  more	  fitting	  examination,	  Know	  Your	  Product	  was	  an	  exhibition	  at	  Brisbane’s	  Institute	  
of	  Modern	  Art	  in	  September,	  1986	  -­‐	  ten	  years	  after	  Chris	  Bailey’s	  chubby	  sneer	  
convinced	  us	  that	  we	  should	  leave	  him	  alone.	  Ross	  Harley	  curated	  a	  room	  full	  of	  
memory:	  vinyl,	  photographs,	  posters,	  magazines	  –	  sounds,	  stories	  and	  music.	  He	  made	  it	  
possible	  for	  bands	  to	  play	  that	  hadn’t	  played	  for	  years;	  for	  a	  double-­‐handful	  of	  radio	  
documentaries	  to	  be	  produced	  with	  wide-­‐ranging	  points	  of	  view;	  for	  screenings	  of	  video	  
and	  super8	  films	  that	  had	  only	  ever	  seen	  the	  darkness	  of	  night	  in	  loungerooms,	  church-­‐
hall	  gigs,	  shopfront	  galleries.	  The	  gathering	  of	  all	  these	  material	  traces	  gave	  substance	  to	  
what	  Harley	  called	  “the	  practice	  of	  protest	  in	  the	  state	  of	  oppression.”(Harley	  1986,	  26)	  
Bjelke	  –Petersen	  would	  not	  be	  voted	  out	  for	  another	  three	  years.	  
And	  of	  course,	  there	  are	  many	  more	  ephemeral	  texts	  that	  plot	  the	  changing	  of	  the	  
culture	  over	  time:	  fanzines,	  street	  press,	  newspapers,	  magazines,	  posters,	  handbills,	  
film,	  video,	  television,	  home	  movies,	  photos,	  interviews,	  documentaries,	  playlists	  and	  
music.	  
I	  plan	  to	  look	  at	  this	  history	  through	  a	  more	  familiar	  lens:	  the	  refracted	  view	  of	  
emotional	  memory.	  I	  hope	  to	  capture	  the	  spirit	  of	  what	  it	  was	  like	  to	  live	  as	  a	  musician	  
in	  Brisbane	  through	  these	  years,	  with	  the	  emphasis	  on	  the	  personal	  rather	  than	  the	  
analysis	  of	  the	  media	  or	  the	  academy.	  By	  binding	  these	  stories	  to	  the	  geography,	  we	  will	  
see	  a	  new	  landscape	  emerge,	  a	  new	  view	  of	  Brisbane.	  
Although	  Ross’s	  show	  signalled	  a	  level	  of	  sophistication	  -­‐	  this	  mature	  appraisal	  of	  
popular	  culture	  –	  its	  home	  at	  the	  IMA	  was	  telling.	  This	  gallery	  was	  very	  much	  at	  odds	  
with	  the	  prevailing	  culture	  in	  Brisbane	  through	  these	  decades.	  Development	  and	  
progress,	  measured	  by	  cranes	  on	  the	  horizon,	  were	  also	  seen	  as	  the	  indicator	  of	  
Brisbane’s	  cultural	  worth.	  The	  building	  of	  Queensland	  Performing	  Arts	  Centre	  in	  1985,	  
married	  to	  the	  re-­‐location	  of	  The	  State	  Library	  and	  Museum	  to	  the	  city’s	  Southbank,	  was	  
an	  attempt	  to	  give	  Brisbane	  some	  legitimacy	  as	  a	  city	  aware	  of	  the	  finer	  things	  in	  life.	  It	  
didn’t	  work.	  Popular	  culture	  was	  shown	  the	  door.	  Some	  years	  later,	  Festival	  Hall	  was	  
torn	  down	  and	  turned	  into	  an	  apartment	  tower.	  	  
Another	  layer	  of	  inspection	  was	  delivered	  early	  last	  year,	  again	  at	  the	  IMA,	  in	  the	  form	  
of	  David	  Pestorius’	  The	  Brisbane	  Sound.	  An	  echo	  of	  Harley’s	  show	  arriving	  24	  years	  later,	  
there	  were	  once	  again	  images	  on	  the	  walls,	  fotos	  and	  fanzines,	  live	  bands	  and	  super8s	  
though	  with	  less	  bulk	  and	  a	  narrower	  point	  of	  view.	  The	  written	  material	  relating	  to	  this	  
show	  is	  yet	  to	  be	  published.	  
	  
	  
CHAPTER	  3:	  THE	  PEOPLE	  
I	  seek	  those	  who	  have	  business	  within	  these	  borders;	  some	  static,	  some	  movers,	  some	  
long	  gone	  (carrying	  the	  heat,	  the	  boredom	  and	  the	  westerlies	  under	  their	  skin)	  and	  
some	  recently	  returned.	  It’s	  the	  people	  who	  create	  I	  need:	  the	  writers,	  composers	  and	  
improvisers.	  No	  dabblers,	  no	  time-­‐wasters.	  No	  RSL	  duos	  or	  piano	  teachers.	  A	  line	  must	  
be	  drawn,	  just	  like	  the	  boundary	  on	  the	  map,	  as	  clearly	  as	  the	  river	  divides	  the	  town.	  
I	  will	  ask	  questions	  and	  pursue	  memories	  that	  will	  encompass	  family,	  teenage	  years,	  
siblings,	  the	  suburbs,	  the	  city,	  venues,	  television	  and	  radio;	  but	  then	  widen	  to	  welcome	  
the	  river,	  the	  hills	  and	  mountains,	  foes	  and	  friends,	  beliefs	  and	  death.	  
Dick	  Hebdige	  in	  Subculture,	  the	  Meaning	  of	  Style,	  written	  in	  the	  year	  this	  photo	  was	  
taken,	  discusses	  the	  role	  that	  music	  has	  played	  historically	  in	  periods	  of	  “growing	  
disaffection	  and	  joblessness,	  at	  a	  time	  when	  conflict	  between	  .	  .	  .	  youths	  and	  the	  police	  
was	  being	  openly	  acknowledged	  in	  the	  press	  .	  .	  .”	  (Hebdige	  1979)	  
He’s	  talking	  here	  about	  reggae	  and	  Thatcher’s	  Britain,	  but	  there	  are	  parallels	  in	  Brisbane	  
which	  Walker,	  Nichols	  and	  Stafford	  and	  many	  more	  have	  acknowledged,	  which	  I	  have	  
experienced	  first	  hand	  and	  which	  will	  inevitably	  be	  part	  of	  any	  discussion	  here.	  It’s	  what	  
some	  of	  my	  friends	  call	  the	  Punk	  Wars,	  and	  they	  take	  it	  very	  seriously:	  blood	  was	  spilled,	  
people	  went	  to	  jail	  and	  in	  the	  wider	  story	  of	  the	  scene,	  people	  died	  or	  disappeared	  into	  
madness,	  or	  just	  disappeared.	  
“So	  you	  got	  tough,	  or	  at	  least	  learned	  to	  run.	  And	  we	  had	  a	  shared	  interest	  in	  
music,	  not	  exactly	  the	  same	  sorts	  of	  things	  really,	  but	  they	  seemed	  close	  enough	  
at	  the	  time.”	  Ed	  Kuepper	  (Stafford	  2004)	  
But	  music	  was	  a	  persistent	  thread:	  people	  met	  at	  the	  record	  shops	  and	  gigs	  and	  bars	  
with	  good	  jukeboxes.	  When	  we	  made	  music	  it	  referenced	  the	  town,	  our	  lives	  and	  the	  
music	  that	  we	  listened	  to	  and	  loved.	  And	  as	  the	  scene	  developed,	  the	  notion	  of	  who	  was	  
or	  wasn’t	  an	  outsider	  began	  to	  break	  down.	  We	  shared	  stages	  in	  the	  Valley	  -­‐	  in	  clubs	  run	  
by	  gangsters	  -­‐	  with	  drag	  queens	  and	  strippers	  and	  snuff	  movies.	  
“The	  punk	  rock	  scene	  of	  1980s	  Chicago	  was	  the	  domain	  of	  genuine	  outsiders.	  
Not	  hip	  or	  cool	  people,	  but	  fuck-­‐ups.	  People	  incapable	  of	  being	  part	  of	  
mainstream	  culture	  .	  .	  .	  runaways	  and	  dope-­‐fiends	  and	  petty	  criminals.	  Initially	  I	  
felt	  like	  I	  was	  an	  outsider	  because	  I	  was	  from	  out	  of	  town.	  But	  the	  more	  people	  I	  
met,	  the	  more	  I	  identified	  with	  this	  cast-­‐off	  society.	  I	  gradually	  felt	  those	  were	  
the	  people	  I	  appreciated	  most.”	  Steve	  Albini	  (Cameron	  2010,	  44)	  
To	  reach	  out	  and	  find	  the	  like-­‐minded	  in	  the	  last	  century	  required	  proximity	  to	  the	  inner	  
city:	  cheap	  share	  houses	  and	  practice	  rooms,	  empty	  warehouses	  and	  public	  transport	  
supplied	  the	  opportunities	  that	  the	  net	  now	  provides.	  In	  the	  last	  twenty	  years,	  the	  
urban	  tribe	  has	  become	  the	  suburban.	  
And	  of	  course,	  this	  started	  as	  a	  suburban	  thing.	  We	  were	  from	  private	  schools	  and	  state	  
schools,	  grew	  up	  in	  mansions	  overlooking	  the	  river	  and	  caravan	  parks,	  but	  mostly	  came	  
from	  deep	  in	  suburbia.	  The	  Saints	  came	  from	  Oxley	  in	  the	  west,	  The	  Leftovers	  (originally	  
The	  Fucken’	  Leftovers)	  from	  Sandgate	  in	  the	  north,	  Razar	  from	  Mt.	  Gravatt	  in	  the	  south	  
and	  The	  Pits	  in	  all	  their	  productive	  glory	  from	  Coorparoo	  in	  the	  east.	  You	  can’t	  have	  a	  
garage	  band	  without	  a	  garage,	  but	  at	  some	  point,	  you	  have	  to	  play	  for	  people.	  
The	  railway	  tracks	  have	  long	  been	  symbolic	  of	  freedom	  and	  connection:	  the	  trains	  
carried	  young	  people	  to	  the	  city,	  to	  the	  import	  record	  stores,	  to	  continue	  an	  education	  
started	  deep	  in	  the	  catalogue	  of	  the	  World	  Record	  Club	  or	  in	  the	  record	  collections	  of	  
older	  siblings:	  folk	  and	  soul	  and	  rockn’n’roll	  vinyl.	  The	  Weavers	  and	  The	  MC5.	  Or,	  more	  
romantically,	  to	  research	  sounds	  heard	  late	  at	  night	  on	  Double	  Jay	  when	  the	  weather	  
was	  right.	  	  
And	  most	  importantly,	  the	  inner-­‐city	  is	  home	  to	  the	  emerging	  gigs:	  the	  underground	  
bars,	  the	  weird	  coffee	  shops,	  the	  campuses	  and	  bingo	  halls	  and	  sevicemen’s	  clubs.	  So,	  
these	  are	  some	  the	  people	  I’ll	  be	  talking	  to.	  I’ve	  played	  music	  with	  many	  of	  them.	  	  
Ed	  Kuepper,	  Kev	  Carmody,	  Ian	  Haug,	  	  
Robert	  Forster,	  Ed	  Wreckage,	  Irena	  Luckus,	  	  
Peter	  Loveday,	  Rod	  McLeod,	  Coojee	  Timms,	  	  
Wendy	  Seary,	  Bill	  Leek,	  Leah	  Cotterell,	  
	  Alex	  Waller,	  Peter	  McGrath,	  Michael	  Gilmore,	  
	  Bob	  Abbott	  
I	  started	  playing	  in	  bands	  in	  Brisbane	  in	  1977.	  I	  looked	  like	  this.	  But	  I	  changed.	  Changed	  
looks	  and	  hair	  colour	  and	  bands.	  Changed	  instrument	  and	  genre.	  I	  don’t	  know	  who	  I	  am	  
anymore!	  In	  ten	  years,	  I	  slid	  from	  tiny	  little	  clubs	  in	  the	  Valley,	  to	  lavish	  venues	  in	  
Europe,	  and	  back	  to	  the	  Valley	  again.	  In	  the	  90s	  I	  changed	  industries	  and	  professions,	  
but	  I	  remain	  a	  working	  musician.	  And,	  I	  stay	  in	  touch	  with	  people.	  I	  am	  interested	  in	  the	  
connections	  that	  people	  make	  with	  one	  another.	  If	  someone	  is	  lost,	  I	  can	  usually	  find	  
them;	  if	  they	  released	  a	  cassette	  of	  obscure	  noodlings,	  I	  usually	  have	  a	  copy.	  I’ve	  kept	  
things.	  	  
I’d	  like	  to	  briefly	  visit	  a	  couple	  of	  ideas	  that	  (apart	  from	  my	  narcissism)	  lured	  me	  into	  this	  
research.	  I	  want	  to	  take	  this	  tiny	  family	  tree	  and	  extend	  it.	  To	  include	  everyone	  I	  can	  find	  
out	  about,	  to	  wring	  memories	  from	  people:	  who	  joined,	  who	  left,	  when	  they	  quit,	  why.	  I	  
want	  to	  make	  it	  into	  an	  elegantly	  visualized	  piece	  of	  online	  data.	  
And	  I	  feel	  the	  same	  way	  about	  venues.	  I	  want	  to	  make	  an	  interactive,	  chronological	  map	  
of	  Brisbane’s	  gigs,	  mostly	  either	  torn	  down	  or	  transformed	  long	  ago.	  I	  want	  to	  fill	  the	  
map	  with	  with	  cultural	  artefacts:	  posters	  and	  handbills,	  photographs,	  stories,	  music.	  I	  
don’t	  want	  the	  richness	  of	  this	  time	  to	  disappear.	  
Madeline	  Preston’s	  recent	  online	  exhibition	  of	  photographs	  Darlinghurst	  Eats	  Its	  Young	  	  
gives	  me	  confidence	  in	  the	  value	  of	  such	  a	  project.	  The	  pictures	  (originally	  a	  box	  of	  fotos	  
carried	  around	  for	  years	  -­‐	  fotos	  rescued	  at	  the	  end	  of	  a	  dear	  friend’s	  life)	  generated	  an	  
outpouring	  of	  reminiscence:	  genuine	  and	  funny	  and	  fond;	  as	  filled	  with	  historical	  and	  
cultural	  detail	  as	  with	  emotion;	  probably	  the	  best	  history	  of	  those	  people	  in	  that	  time	  
and	  place,	  that	  could	  exist.	  	  
In	  her	  introduction	  to	  the	  collection,	  Madeline	  asks:	  
“What	  is	  it	  that	  makes	  people	  nostalgic	  for	  an	  era	  they	  didn’t	  know?”	  
I	  have	  wondered	  about	  the	  possible	  indulgence	  of	  this	  project	  that	  I’m	  embarked	  on.	  
Am	  I	  just	  trawling	  through	  my	  past	  for	  cheap	  thrills?	  Nostalgia	  hangs	  like	  a	  shawl	  around	  
this	  time,	  this	  place.	  But	  I	  feel	  right	  about	  this,	  and	  need	  to	  try	  and	  curate	  something	  as	  
beautiful	  and	  meaningful	  as	  Preston’s	  in	  the	  context	  of	  this	  research.	  David	  Malouf	  
recently	  discussed	  the	  differences	  between	  lives	  lived	  in	  the	  different	  state	  capitals:	  in	  
the	  ways	  people	  speak	  and	  deal	  with	  one	  another,	  the	  style	  of	  houses	  they	  live	  in,	  the	  
education	  they’ve	  received	  .	  .	  .	  	  
“It	  isn't	  sentiment	  alone	  that	  might	  make	  us	  want	  to	  preserve	  these	  distinctions,	  
but	  a	  belief	  that	  variousness	  is	  also	  richness	  .	  .	  .	  ”	  David	  Malouf	  (2010,	  34,	  35)	  
I	  feel	  compelled	  to	  also	  quote	  Richard	  Ford:	  “In	  this	  way,	  the	  leading	  edge	  of	  your	  life	  –	  
what	  you	  did	  this	  morning	  after	  breakfast,	  who	  called	  you	  on	  the	  phone	  .	  .	  .	  	  becomes	  all	  
your	  life	  is:	  whatever	  you’re	  doing,	  saying,	  thinking,	  planning	  right	  then.	  	  Which	  leaves	  
whatever	  you’re	  recollecting,	  brooding	  about,	  whoever	  it	  is	  you’ve	  loved	  for	  years	  but	  
still	  need	  to	  get	  your	  head	  screwed	  on	  straight	  about	  –	  in	  other	  words,	  the	  important	  
things	  in	  life	  –	  all	  of	  that’s	  left	  unattended	  and	  in	  need	  of	  expression.”	  (Ford	  2006)	  
	  
	  
CHAPTER	  4	  	  –	  THE	  WORKING	  LIFE	  
In	  1975,	  I	  was	  an	  architecture	  student	  at	  the	  Queensland	  Institute	  of	  Technology,	  
perched	  on	  the	  river	  next	  to	  the	  Botanic	  Gardens	  and	  Government	  House	  –	  the	  Top	  End	  
of	  George	  Street.	  Like	  this	  institution,	  it	  eventually	  merged	  with	  a	  College	  of	  Advanced	  
Education	  to	  become	  a	  University	  of	  Technology.	  I	  dropped	  out	  to	  join	  a	  band,	  grew	  my	  
hair,	  cut	  it	  off,	  dumped	  the	  pot	  for	  vodka	  and	  the	  needle,	  started	  making	  my	  own	  music,	  
eventually	  made	  some	  for	  little	  films,	  went	  to	  film	  school,	  worked	  as	  a	  sound	  editor,	  
started	  teaching	  and	  there	  we	  are.	  A	  life	  in	  a	  sentence.	  
But	  here	  in	  the	  late	  70s,	  here	  is	  where	  my	  working	  life	  began.	  This	  was	  a	  time	  pre-­‐
internet	  and	  mobile	  phone.	  When	  polaroids	  and	  cassettes	  and	  super8	  and	  graphic	  art	  
were	  the	  tools	  of	  communication:	  mail-­‐art	  generated	  by	  a	  web	  of	  like-­‐minded	  people	  
around	  the	  globe,	  connected	  by	  stamps	  and	  addressbooks	  and	  magazines.	  	  
Here	  are	  wendy	  cernak’s	  underwear,	  a	  suitcase	  containing	  someone’s	  life,	  abandoned	  
and	  sent	  to	  me,	  piece	  by	  tiny	  piece,	  testing	  the	  patience	  of	  Australia	  Post,	  these	  cards	  
with	  their	  inked	  topography,	  deep	  gouges	  the	  legacy	  of	  obsessive,	  latenight	  nib-­‐work.	  
Photocopiers	  became	  the	  workbench	  of	  choice:	  the	  locations	  of	  cheap	  or	  free	  copiers	  
were	  shared	  with	  the	  like-­‐minded	  in	  the	  knowledge	  that	  this	  resource	  could	  disappear	  
in	  an	  instant.	  	  
Silk-­‐screens,	  paper	  stencils,	  spraycans	  were	  all	  used	  to	  get	  the	  messages	  (regardless	  of	  
the	  enigmatic	  content)	  out	  into	  Brisbane’s	  streets:	  on	  shirts	  and	  walls	  and	  skin.	  We	  had	  
no	  cars,	  no	  money.	  We	  walked	  the	  streets	  of	  this	  town	  through	  the	  night,	  suburb	  to	  
quiet	  suburb,	  following	  the	  ridges,	  striding	  to	  the	  beat	  of	  that	  crazy	  new	  music,	  rttling	  in	  
our	  heads.	  	  
Travelling	  the	  terrain	  of	  the	  last	  30	  years	  of	  my	  life,	  tracing	  the	  pathways	  and	  diversions	  
and	  choices	  forced	  by	  economy	  or	  afforded	  by	  connection,	  I’m	  taken	  by	  two	  things.	  
Firstly:	  I	  could	  never	  have	  predicted	  these	  transitions	  from	  music	  to	  graphic	  art	  to	  film	  
and	  television	  and	  then	  to	  academia.	  Secondly:	  I	  am	  strangely	  not	  amazed	  that	  music	  is	  
present	  in	  all	  of	  these.	  It	  is	  the	  thing	  I	  won’t	  let	  go	  of.	  It’s	  the	  thing	  that	  binds	  me	  to	  my	  
life.	  
“Diversity,	  whether	  biological	  or	  cultural,	  has	  a	  clear	  advantage	  for	  adapting	  to	  
changing	  circumstances.	  For	  the	  future,	  therefore,	  we	  should	  place	  a	  value	  on	  
encouraging	  this	  diversity,	  which	  means	  conserving	  species	  and	  protecting	  
habitat,	  whether	  biological	  or	  cultural.”	  Jeff	  Todd	  Titon	  (2010)	  
Many	  musicians	  lead	  working	  lives	  much	  like	  my	  own.	  Shifting	  directions,	  having	  to	  work	  
hard	  in	  the	  middle	  years	  of	  their	  lives	  to	  make	  up	  for	  misspent	  youth,	  widening	  their	  
skills	  to	  reach	  out	  across	  the	  market.	  This	  is	  coupled	  with	  a	  deepening	  of	  skill	  and	  a	  
creative	  confidence	  not	  found	  in	  the	  early	  years	  of	  a	  musical	  career.	  
These	  are	  now	  the	  assets	  I	  value	  in	  my	  working	  life:	  openness	  to	  opportunity,	  
collaboration	  and	  change,	  and	  trust	  in	  my	  creativity,	  my	  inner	  musical	  source.	  
Another	  common	  thread	  in	  the	  lives	  of	  successful	  Brisbane	  musicians	  of	  the	  past	  fifty	  
years	  is	  that	  of	  being	  a	  traveller:	  you	  had	  to	  leave	  this	  place	  if	  you	  were	  at	  all	  serious	  
about	  music	  –	  Sydney,	  Melbourne,	  New	  York,	  London	  -­‐	  anywhere.	  	  
By	  tracing	  these	  trajectories,	  by	  following	  the	  ridges,	  by	  folding	  these	  stories	  of	  working	  
lives	  in	  Brisbane	  into	  a	  larger	  narrative,	  we	  begin	  to	  address	  the	  cultural	  history	  of	  the	  
city	  itself.	  The	  stories	  hold	  intangible	  truths	  that	  are	  vital	  for	  the	  preservation	  of	  
Brisbane’s	  cultural	  heritage.	  The	  Brazilian	  social	  anthropologist	  Antonio	  Arentes	  makes	  
excellent	  arguments	  for	  the	  value	  of	  these	  intangibles	  as	  not	  only	  an	  asset	  in	  the	  market	  
economy,	  but	  as	  essential	  ingredients	  of	  our	  cultural	  identity.	  
“Safe-­‐	  guarding	  intangible	  cultural	  heritage	  may	  be	  a	  cornerstone	  for	  human	  
development	  and	  mutual	  understanding.”	  Antonio	  Arentes	  (2007)	  
When	  schoolkids	  in	  Oxley	  can	  recognize	  Ed	  Kuepper	  down	  at	  the	  petrol	  station	  (if	  such	  
things	  still	  exist)	  as	  easily	  as	  they	  do	  Paul	  “Fatty”	  Vautin,	  then	  we	  are	  on	  our	  way.	  
	  
	  
THE	  EPILOGUE	  –	  THE	  SHOW	  
I	  want	  my	  final	  thesis	  to	  be	  like	  this,	  this	  thing	  you’ve	  just	  seen.	  I’d	  like	  to	  take	  what	  I’ve	  
learned	  about	  pictures	  and	  sound	  and	  music	  as	  story-­‐telling	  devices	  over	  the	  last	  35	  
years	  to	  enable	  and	  inform	  this	  presentation	  and	  its	  offspring,	  whatever	  they	  look	  like.	  
Merilee	  Bennett	  made	  “A	  Song	  of	  Air”	  when	  she	  was	  an	  art	  school	  student	  in	  Brisbane	  in	  
1987.	  	  	  
This	  beautiful	  re-­‐imagining	  of	  the	  footage	  shot	  by	  her	  father	  at	  their	  big	  old	  house,	  
perched	  over	  the	  river,	  is	  a	  lesson	  in	  memoir.	  She	  has	  taken	  her	  feelings	  and	  placed	  
them	  in	  the	  film,	  and	  maybe	  that’s	  what	  I’m	  trying	  to	  do	  here:	  I	  have	  strong	  feelings	  
about	  this	  place,	  this	  time,	  this	  river,	  these	  people.	  I	  want	  to	  put	  them	  somewhere	  while	  
it	  still	  makes	  sense,	  before	  the	  tapes	  shed	  their	  oxide	  and	  the	  films	  decompose,	  before	  
the	  livers	  start	  to	  collapse	  and	  the	  memories	  go	  with	  them.	  	  
One	  of	  the	  things	  that	  I	  don’t	  have,	  yet,	  is	  the	  voices.	  My	  writing,	  analysis,	  interpretation	  
are	  a	  re-­‐telling,	  but	  the	  use	  of	  real	  voices	  draws	  us	  back,	  closer	  to	  the	  core.	  The	  sound	  of	  
music	  is	  the	  thing	  that	  drew	  me	  in	  here,	  the	  key	  to	  my	  dialogue	  with	  these	  participants.	  	  
“What	  was	  directly	  lived	  reappears	  frozen	  in	  the	  distance,	  inscribed	  in	  the	  
fashions	  and	  illusions	  of	  an	  era	  carried	  away	  with	  it.”	  Guy-­‐Ernest	  Debord	  (1959)	  
But	  the	  key	  to	  understanding	  will	  be	  the	  voice;	  drawing	  up	  from	  the	  well	  of	  memory	  and	  
at	  the	  centre	  of	  this	  work	  for	  the	  next	  few	  years.	  This	  clear	  sound,	  in	  all	  its	  nuance;	  
heavy	  with	  meaning;	  telling	  stories	  of	  this	  town:	  its	  streets	  and	  suburbs	  and	  storms	  and	  
tides	  and	  intolerance	  –	  and	  somewhere,	  in	  the	  centre	  of	  it	  all:	  the	  voice	  of	  the	  river	  -­‐	  in	  
it’s	  constant	  dialogue	  with	  the	  bay,	  the	  city,	  and	  the	  people	  who	  live	  here.	  
	  
(NOTE:	  This	  is	  a	  text	  version	  of	  a	  keynote	  address	  which	  contains	  a	  significant	  amount	  of	  
mixed	  media,	  including	  photographs,	  artworks,	  posters,	  book	  covers,	  music,	  film	  and	  
video	  excerpts,	  maps	  etc.	  For	  ease	  of	  archiving,	  this	  version	  was	  developed.	  All	  the	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